

7 ‘he T rage die of 

Then can my care tunde tongue deliucr him. 

King. Mine eare is operand my heart prepard, 

The worft is worldly lclTc thou canft vnfola. 

Say, is my Kingdome loft? Why twas my care, 

And whatlofteisit to hprid ofcare? 

Striues 'Buliwgbrooke to fee as greatas we?, 

Greater he ihallnotbe : if he feruc God, 

Wecleferuehim too, and fee his fellow fo. 
lie uolt our, Subie&es? thatwe can not mende. 

They breake their fay th to God as well as vs : 

Cry woe.d.cftruaion/uinc, and decay, 

The worft is death, and death will haue his day. bn/ 

Siroo. Glad am I, t’natyour Highnefle is fo armde- 
To beare the tydingsof calarnitie, 
tike an vnfeafonab'lc ftormie day. 

Which make theillucr Riuers.drowne their fhorcs. 

As ifthe world were all dilfolude to teares>. 

So high abouchis limits fivels the rage 
OfBniIingbrooke,coi:cringyourfearcfulIland ' . 

With hard bright ftecle,and hearts-harder then ftcele : 

White beards haue armd their thinne and hairelelfe fealps 
Agamft.thy Maieftie : and boyes with womens vpvccs 
Striueto fpeake bigge,and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffe vnwihlie ararcs , againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-menlpame to bend their browes. 

Of double fatall.woe.againft thy ftate. , 

Yea di ftafFe women mapnage ru ftie bil'lcs 
Againft t]iy.featphothyoung and old rebdf, . 

And all goes worfe then I haue po wer, to tell,- ' 

King. T o well, to well thou telft a tale fo ilL- 
Whcre is thcEarJc of Wildhi-re ? where.is Bagot?" 

What is become of Bull; ic? where is Greene? 

That they hauelet the dangerous encraie 
Meafurc our confines with fucli peacefiill fteps. 

If we preuaile, their heads fhall pay for it : 

5 I war rant they haue made peace with Bullingbrookc. 

Scro. Peace bane they made with himindeedemy Lord. 

- Oh vilify iics^y iper^dainnd $i thou t redemption, 
•k',t no S s 
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King Richard the Second . » 

Dogs eafiiy wanne tp fawnc bn any man. 

Snakes in myglieart blond w armd, that fling my heart ; 
Tlirec Iudalles,each onethricc worfe thenludas. 

Would they make peace ? terrible hell 

Make warreyppn their fpottedfoules for this. : r , 

Scro. Svveeteloue's(i,{be)changiHg;hispropcrty 
T urnes to the fowreft and rnoft deadly hate. 

Againe vneurfe their foules, their peace is made, 
Withhead,and notwith hand s ,tho£b whom ypucurfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

And lie full low grau’d in the hollow ground. 

Ann. Is Buftiie,Greene,and tiie-Earle oBWiltlhrre dead? 
Sc 9. Yeai,allofthem at Briftovv loft their heads. 

Aum. Where is the Dakemy firtlrer with his power? 
King, No matter wherc,of. comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke ofgraucSjOf wormes, and Epitaphs, ,\ 

Make dull our paper, and with ranieeycs 
'Write forrow on thebofome of die earth. 

Lets choofe Executors andralke of wils; 

And yet notfo,fbr what can we bequeath. 

Sane cur depofed bodies io,the ground? 

Our lands ? pur liucs,and all arcBuiliggbrooks, 

And nothing can we call onr ownc,butdeath. 

And that finallmodelhofthe barren earth, 

Whichferues as paftc and coucr to our bones.’ 

For Gofts fake let vs fit vpon the ground, 

And tell fad ftoties of the death ofICings, 

How fome haue beene depofde,forae flaine in war. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed, 

Some povfoned by their w iues,fome fleepingkild, 

All murthered : for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortal! temples of a King, 

Keepes death his court, and .there the antique fits. 

Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe. 

Allowing hima breath,a little fceanc. 

To Monarchife,be feard,and kill widi lookes, ... 

Juifufing him with felfe and vaine conceit, 

A* irthis flefh which yyalles a bout our life, 

F* Were 
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